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have over thy many pains ; thou too art a man, and
art like to be sick;' I, perceiving his craft, rose up
to pray. He could not bear it, but vanished through
the door, like smoke. Listen to another thing, and
that securely and fearlessly; and trust me, for I lie
not One time some one knocked at my door in the
monastery; I went out, and saw a person tall and
high. ' Who art thou ?' says I; he answers, * I am
Satan/ Then I asked, 'Why art thou here?' He
says, 'Why do the Monks, and all other Christians,
so unjustly blame me? Why do they curse me
hourly ?' * Why troublest thou them ?' I rejoin. He,
' I trouble them not; they harass themselves ; I have
become weak. I have no place left, no weapon, no
city. Christians are now everywhere; at last even
the desert is filled with Monks. Let them attend to
themselves, and not curse me, when they should not/
Then I said to him, admiring the grace of the Lord,
' A true word against thy will, who art ever a liar, and
never speakest truth; for Christ hath come and made
thee weak, and overthrown thee and stripped thee,'
At the Saviour's name he vanished ; it burned him,
and he could not bear it."

25. Once, when travelling to some brethren across
the desert, water failed them; they sat down in de-
spair, and let the camel wander. Antony knelt down
and spread out his hands in prayer, when a spring of
water burst from the place where he was praying, A